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s a g e flyf i s h .c o m

 When we introduced our first-of-its-kind Sealed Carbon 

System it was a revolution in reel technology. Many have 

followed, but our new Spectrum family stays one evolution 

ahead. Our Sealed Carbon Drag – featuring numbered 

micro-adjustable detented drag sett ings in a single 

revolution – delivers unmatched reliability, repeatability  

and precision whether stalking the smallest spring creeks  

or wading legendary saltwater flats. Housed by fully 

machined, forged and tempered 6061-T6 aluminum, each 

member of the Spectrum family is solidly built with the 

detailed craftsmanship that defines Perfecting Performance.
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 From the Editor’s desk...                                                    to your bathroom.

Summer 2017

Shenanigans, tomfoolery, horse-
play, and the yanking of life’s crank 
are things I take very seriously. Fly 
fishing is something I take less seri-
ously. If I took my fishing more se-
riously, the sky might be the limit. 
Who knows? I might even become a 
proficient angler. But just for a mo-
ment, let’s say I got super serious. 
I mean laser-like, Adderall serious. 
Where would I wind up: An unknown 
angler? A guide? A fly fishing “celeb-
rity?” Homeless? That is the crux of 
the fly fishing ascent—if you make it 
to the top, where does that actually 
leave you? You won’t be rich, fa-
mous, or even respected by the vast 
majority of your peers who don’t fish, 
which is almost everyone. You will 
be poor, burnt to a crusty crisp, and 
devoid of insurance, retirement ben-
efits, and most likely a spouse. Awe-
some. Not to say the aforementioned 
adult bullshit is the key to a full life.  
But taking fishing deathly seriously 
and reaching the pinnacle of our 
somewhat irrational pastime doesn’t 
sound like it fits the bill either.

No, a full life has to be more than a 
list of things accomplished in a sport 
that in its finest form was never con-
ceived as a list generator. It is, and 
always was meant to be fun. That’s 
right, fun. Not contentious, not se-
cretive, and definitely not something 
that inspires me to think I’m better 
than anyone else.

I have inevitably hit middle age. In 
my golden years, peeing will grow 
difficult or maybe even impossible 
(I’m unclear on that subject). The 
one thing that being elderly has clari-
fied for me is that my fishing “ca-
reer” has never really been about 
the fishing. The wholesale collection 
of stories has been lurking beneath 
the surface all along. The tales of 
friends, trips, and exotic happenings 
are burnt into my cortex, while the 
memories of specific fish grow blur-
rier with time. I don’t remember when 
I learned how to throw a curve cast, 
or euro-nymph, or even when I first 
double-hauled. I do remember sitting 
on a dock in Louisiana laughing until 
I peed as a result of what is still the 
best hair-lip impression I have ever 
heard, or the time I snuck an open 
pack of lunch meat into my buddy’s 
parked car right before we left on 
a three-week trip out west. I highly 
doubt anyone on their deathbed ever 
says they wished they had taken 
their fishing more seriously. More 
time spent with friends, more time 
spent outdoors, more fun; that’s what 
people say right before you merci-
fully smother them with a pillow. I 
hope those of you who are reading 
this (which, if you read this magazine 
I can only assume your propensity 
for the big “F” is vast) will take shit a 
little less seriously. After all, it’s just 
fishing. 
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with Lacey Kelly
Haiku

Permit ate the fly twice,
Guide barks orders quickly 
down the bow,
Angler becomes a deaf statue.

http://www.howlerbros.com


Form follows fishing.
Built with ultralight fabrics for comfort and breathability in the hottest conditions, our technical sun 

protection clothing helps you keep your cool when the mercury—or adrenaline—really starts to rise. 

Six days of travel stripped to a few frenzied seconds: on Sudan’s Red Sea coast, Josh Gallivan comes 
tight to a bluefin trevally while Stu Harley and Mike LaSota look on. Russ Schnitzer © 2017 Patagonia, Inc.

http://www.patagonia.com/shop/fly-fishing


Tarpon Cenotes of Cuba
By Michael Steinberg
Photos: Chip Cooper and Pepe Vazquez
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I believe all anglers have a pio-
neer gene, meaning we want to 
believe we are the first person 
to fish a pool on a remote arctic 
stream or the first to cast on a 
tropical flat. This is partly driven by the de-
sire to find naïve fish, but also the simple appeal 
to explore. Our species has already explored 
and settled most of the land-based planet, yet 
there remains mare incognitum that have never 
been touched by a fly line.

Cuba is one of the most recent examples of a 
new fishing destination, with American anglers 
and adventure fly fishing companies jockeying to 
become established in the burgeoning market. 
As the acerbic political relationship between the 
United States and Cuba becomes more palat-
able to both sides, tourists from the U.S. have 
begun to flock to Cuba in increasing numbers. 
Super-sized cruise ships now dock in Havana 
Harbor and former President Obama visited Raúl 
Castro just a short while ago; events that were 
unfathomable just a few years ago.
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Before I sound as though I’m trying to completely dispel the exotic 
and alluring image of Cuba, there are some areas that I’m confident 
have never seen 
a net, let alone a 
fly. As one travels 
south of Havana 
toward the Za-
pata Peninsula, 
you enter a region 
that resembles the 
Everglades, with 
grassy horizons 
and forested is-
lands, dominated 
by limestone karst 
features. As you 
get closer to the 
coast, grassy wet-
lands transition 
into dense jungle 
and mangrove 
forests. One of 
the most common 
features within 
this landscape is 
sinkholes, or ce-
notes in Spanish. 
Over the millennia, 
soluble limestone 
dissolves and col-
lapses, resulting 
in the formation of 
literally thousands 
of large and small 
cenotes, many of which are connected by submerged passage-
ways. In these cenotes are tarpon—thousands of tarpon— most or 
probably all of which had never seen a fly.

Cubans also seem enthused about 
the potential of this expanding econo-
my and have acted accordingly. Salt-
water’s grand slam species—tarpon, 
permit, and bonefish—have all been 
designated as catch-and-release-only 
species. Fisheries and park officials 
have begun implementing managed 
access plans for boats in several 
parks to control pressure that is pre-
sumed to be on the horizon given the 
loosening travel restrictions from the 
U.S. There is also no 
shortage of marine 
protected habitat 
as well, with prime 
sport fishing grounds 
found in areas such 
as Zapata National 
Park, Isla de Juven-
tud, and Jardines de 
la Reina Marine Park. 
Named by Christo-
pher Columbus to 
honor the Queen of 
Spain, Jardines de 
la Reina, or Gardens 
of the Queen, is the most beautifully 
named angling destination I have ever 
visited.
Overall, 21 coastal- and marine-
protected areas have already been 
legally declared with 13 more in the 
approval process. This new era of 
conservation is sorely needed given 
the impact of foreign (i.e. Soviet) and 
domestic commercial fishing fleets on 
marine resources, especially during 

the Cold War. This new era of sus-
tainable fishing is welcome news for 
sport anglers and conservationists 
alike, because Cuba is not the envi-
ronmental Eden often portrayed in the 
media.

Make no mistake: Cuba is certainly 
unique and presents many interesting 
angling opportunities, but it’s not un-
charted territory. This is partly due to 
the breakup of the Soviet Union     

in 1989 that ushered in an 
era of severe economic de-
privation that lasted into 
the late 1990s. Known in 
Cuba as the “Special Pe-
riod,” this era was marked 
by empty grocery shelves in 
state-owned stores, forcing 
people to turn toward some-
times unconventional sourc-
es of sustenance. As one 
Cuban friend who lives in 
Havana told me somewhat 
sheepishly, “The stray dog 
population of the city plum-

meted during the Special Period.”

Hungry eyes turned toward the sea 
as well with nets providing critical 
food during those lean years. Accord-
ing to one park official in Zapata, the 
area was home to huge schools of 
bonefish before the nets arrived in the 
1990s. Better protected today, the 
bonefish population is recovering, but 
it took a big hit in the ‘90s.
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During a recent research trip to Cuba to map coastal mangroves, a park 
guide acquaintance assured me that there were plenty tarpon in the rivers 
and flats, but also in nearby cenotes. I wouldn’t say I was skeptical, but his 
descriptions of both numbers and size of fish certainly piqued my curiosity. 
I was without access to a boat, a bureaucratic roadblock given my research 
visa, so rivers and flats were inaccessible. With minimal prodding, he found 
a vehicle and headed into the jungle. Park employees are paid a pittance, so 
my friend welcomed the chance to moonlight as a fishing guide to earn some 
extra CUCs (the currency used by tourists).

As we drove further into the interior on rutted roads, trying to avoid the 
hundreds of bright red land crabs migrating during the mating season, we 
passed a military outpost whose barbed wire fence was strung with tin cans 
to alert soldiers of any potential incursions. Given that we were near the infa-
mous Bay of Pigs (or famous from the Cuban perspective), I assumed guards 
were expecting U.S. Marines. It was a surreal moment with me holding my 
fly fishing gear while passing a scowling Cuban soldier holding a sniper rifle. 
However, the end of the Cold War had apparently reached this part of Cuba, 
because we passed without incident.
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When the “road” ended, we 
entered a humid green inferno 
on foot, initially cutting our way 
through a wall of thorny acacia 
trees to find an old trail. Point-
ing to a tarpon tattoo on my 
forearm, I asked again, “¿Se-
guro de este pez es aquí?”

My guide, sensing my skepti-
cism or unease, perhaps due 
to the lingering memory of the 
sniper, assured me, “Sí , sí , 
tener fe mi amigo , hay sábalo 
en estos cenotes!”  So off we 
marched through the jungle, all 
the while trying to avoid defen-
sive land crabs snapping at our 
feet.

Twenty minutes later we 
reached a large cenote with 
thick vegetation lining its banks. 
Fish or no fish, I was happy for 
a water break in the afternoon 
heat. But as I was gulping wa-
ter, my heart began to race, not 
due to the heat, but instead 
because I saw a large wake in 
the middle of the cenote.  A few 
moments later and two tarpon 
rolled a short distance from 
the initial disturbance on the 
glassy surface. My companion 
pointed and yelled, “Sábalo!” 
Indeed, we found tarpon in the 
first cenote we visited. As we 

stood watching the two fish roll, 
another fish broke the surface 
near the edge of the cenote, 
where dangling mangrove roots 
leaned over the edge of the jag-
ged limestone.

While excited, I also faced a 
dilemma: how to reach the fish 
from a jungle-clad bank? A roll 
cast was the obvious answer, 
but even then, the vegetation 
was too thick and tangled to 
control the line, let alone a nine-
foot rod. I was literally peeling 
back the riotous vegetation in 
order to peer out over the ceno-
te. After a few feeble attempts, 
including climbing a mangrove 
tree and balancing on the roots 
to try a bow and arrow cast, my 
guide suggested we try another 
cenote. Walking away from roll-
ing tarpon wasn’t easy, but he 
described a nearby cenote with 
a small opening. As we walked, 
I reminded myself that my friend 
promised there were tarpon in 
the cenotes, he didn’t promise I 
could actually catch them. After 
another 20-minute circuitous 
hike, again avoiding dozens of 
crabs with claws at the ready, 
we came upon a cenote with a 
large enough opening to at least 
make a roll cast after some 
landscaping with a machete. 
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“This has potential,” I mut-
tered to my friend, who was 
smiling with a satisfied look 
on his face. Again we saw 
rolling fish that appeared 
to be cruising the banks at 
the edge of the overhanging 
vines and limbs. As a swirl 
approached I flipped a large 
bunny tarpon fly and slowly 
stripped. Fish or no fish, at 
least I had a line in the wa-
ter. As the butt section of my 
leader approached the rod 
tip, a tarpon flashed a few 
feet away and took my fly. I 
was elated because a tarpon 
took my fly, but also shocked 
that an 80-pound fish just a 
few feet away took my fly and 
was screaming toward the 
middle of the cenote. As the 
fished appeared out of the 
dark water nearly at my feet, I 
dare say it almost scared me 
because I wasn’t expecting a 
bucket-mouthed fish lunging 
at my feet.

I did my best to set the hook 
without breaking the fish off. 
But with any tarpon, the first 
run is controlled chaos. Given 
the banks were lined with tree 
limbs and the cenote itself 
was formed by sharp lime-
stone, I was not optimistic 

about landing the fish. I tight-
ened the drag as much as I 
could and held on. The fish 
jumped twice in open water 
then ran for a bank lined with 
mangroves. The line turned 
limp as the fish shot under 
the mangroves. My guide 
was more disappointed than 
me that we didn’t get the fish 
in hand, but I explained that 
on a fly, it was a longshot at 
best given the obstructions 
and the size of the fish. As 
I reeled up the line, a deep 
burn across my fingers served 
as reminder of the power of 
tarpon, but that sort of pain is 
easily dismissed and almost 
expected given the quarry.  

The fight was violent, but 
short. So we thought we’d 
give it a little while and let the 
cenote settle to see if other 
tarpon would make an ap-
pearance. Sure enough, af-
ter several minutes, a couple 
of fish began rolling on the 
far end.  We sat calmly and 
watched as the fish made 
their way to our end of the 
cenote. For me, there isn’t a 
more exciting angling sight 
than rolling tarpon, especially 
fish that are approaching 
casting range.





As the fish approached, I cast again, let my 
line sink, and began to strip. Similar to the 
first fish, it snatched my fly just a few feet 
from my rod tip. I was better prepared this 
time, having already tightened my drag. 
Again though, the fish ran for deep water, 
surfaced, jumped, dove, and jumped again. 
Unlike the last fish, this one stayed near 
the center of the cenote, but unfortunately 
wrapped itself around a submerged tree. The 
line remained taut but stationary, signaling an 
end to the battle. A few moments later, I once 
again retrieved my frayed leader.

The cenote fell silent after the second fish. 
No matter, with lengthening shadows, it was 
time to make the trek back to the car. I was 
disappointed I didn’t have a chance to handle 
the fish and get a social media-worthy photo. 
But, I managed to jump two large tarpon in a 
totally new and largely unexpected location. 
There is great satisfaction in exploring new 
water and actually finding fish.

I have no idea if the cenotes will become a 
destination for international anglers. They 
are extremely difficult to fish, and frankly, I’m 
not sure if I was supposed to be wandering 
around the countryside near a military out-
post. Of course as more anglers visit Cuba, 
demand for fishable locations will increase. 
I can perhaps envision outfitters importing 
paddleboards to reach the fish. But I can also 
envision a Cuban crocodile following an an-
gler desperately trying to keep his balance 
while tied to a 100-pound tarpon. Virgin wa-
ters come with risks.
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Cicada

By David Grossman
Photos: Rand Harcz



I am a Brood VI 17 
year cicada. 
I belong to the order he-
miptera. I have existed 
since the last ice age. I 
have five eyes. I have two 
red ones. I am a delicacy. 
I confuse lawnmowers for 
mates. I am a clumsy pi-
lot. I started life being de-
posited into a tree slit as 
an egg. I live underground 
for 17 years. I leave my 
exoskeleton everywhere. 
I bathe in sunlight for five 
weeks. I mate. I am dead. 
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I was eaten by fish. I was eaten by dogs. I was crushed by shoes. I was obsessed over by fisherman. 
I may have had a cicada STD, otherwise known as Massospora fungus. I pee from trees as you walk 
underneath. I chirp barbarically. I was confused for a biblical plague. I scare little girls. I am hated by 
most. I am loved by a select few. I inspire grass carp to leave their evil vegetarian ways. I make every-
thing look up. I get a raw deal. I felt the love of a woman once. I thought I was a 13-year brood cicada 
for a little while. I wasn’t. I am a Brood VI 17-year cicada.
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BTOWEE OATS

Trolling for marlin off Oahu, tuna fishing on the Grand Banks, commercial whaling....... 

When you build an amazing skiff that is at home on everything from salt flats to rocky rivers, 
it’s just easier to list what it can’t do. 

Prop, jet, push pole or oars - what will you do with your Towee?
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bench press
Rand Harcz

HOT RANDY’s
Smallmouth Candy
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Rand Harcz

From piss-stained ass 
to smallmouth bass, the 
HOT RANDY SMALL-
MOUTH CANDY is 
gonna get the job done.  
Summer smallies can 
turn off in the middle of 
the day, going deep and 
slow can trigger a strike. 
Think pig and jig, a 
bunch of rubber legs on 
a jig hook with a trailer.  
Gear guys use this tech-
nique all the time. Work 
rocks and cracks espe-

cially, those tight-holding 
places when you don’t 
see a fish in the river. 
They are there, hiding. 
Dumbbell eyes are not 
my ideal way of fishing 
for smallies but can be 
necessary.  Simple jigs 
consisting  of a rubber 
leg skirt with a body and 
trailer can produce fish 
when the early topwater 
bite has finished and the 
fish have gone down.

Smallmouth Candy



   1 2

3 4

5 6

7 8

Materials List:
• Size 2 60 degree jig hook
• Medium dumbbell lead eye
• Crystal flash
• Orange rabbit strip (barred)
• Small palmer chenille
• Silli legs (orange w/gold flakes)
• 2 dreads from the pubic region of a bulldog     
  poodle mix or craft fur

Step 1:  Secure dumbbell eyes. Wrap 
thread to hook barb.

Step 2:  Add 4 strands crystal flash 2x as 
long as hook shank.

Step 3:  Add 4 strands of silli legs same 
length as crystal flash.

Step 4:  Position dreads (crayfish pinch-
ers) same length as flash and legs.  Use 
remaining dread to wrap around hook for 
body bulk and natural scent.

Step 5:  Add 4 wraps of palmer chenille 
above hook point for added interior flash.

Step 6:  Palmer rabbit strip up to dumbell 
eyes for bulk of body.

Step 7:  Tie in 4 silli legs on top of fly be-
hind dumbell eyes and 4 strands of silli 
leg on bottom of fly below behind dumbell 
eyes. 

Step 8:  Trim silli legs according to photo.
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http://www.diamondbackfishingrods.com
http://www.diamondbackfishingrods.com


GUIDED TRIPS AND TRAVEL 

 WWW.COHUTTAFISHINGCO.COM
39 SOUTH PUBLIC SQUARE  |  CARTERSVILLE, GA   |   770 606 1100  

COHUTTA FISHING COMPANY
Full service fly shop located in Cartersville, Georgia

http://www.cohuttatravel.com
http://www.cohuttatravel.com
http://www.cohuttafishingco.com
http://www.cohuttafishingco.com
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BASSAPALOOZA 

Bassapalooza is the greatest tournament ever held. Period. Other tournaments are lame in comparison. Sad. I wouldn’t go to a tournament 
that wasn’t the best. Because I only fish the best places, with the best people and the best fish. Fishfefi. I wouldn’t take a piss on a tour-
nament if it wasn’t the best. The people there were beautiful, the most beautiful dudes in northwest Georgia, long flowing beards, wearing 
plaid shirts from Dubai. Everybody knows Dubai has the best plaid. I won the tournament. Not that anyone who organized the tournament 
would admit it. They’re all about fake tournament standings. They’re just sore losers and have to say someone else won the tournament. 
That’s why I won though, because people are sick of fake winners, they want a real winner. I always win. I’m even tired of winning. I won 
last year’s tournament, too. I wasn’t even there, but I managed to set two IGFA records at the tournament...while I was playing golf. Don’t 
look it up though. The IGFA is all about fake records. You should ask the 300,000 hard-working bass fisherman who saw me set those re-
cords. They’ll tell you. It was the biggest crowd ever to watch anyone set a bass record.
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http://www.tuckflyshop.com
http://www.tuckflyshop.com


THE SUMMER ISSUE GIVEAWAY
Check our Facebook page 
for details on how to enter

SIMMS G4 Pro Hip Pack

WWW.FINSANDFLIES.COM
CAPTMICHAELBRUNER@FINSANDFLIES.COM
843.860.6536

Year round fly fishing for redfish around Charleston, SC
with seasonal opportunities for other species.

http://www.captainsforcleanwater.org
http://www.waltersflyrods.com
https://www.facebook.com/SCOF2013
http://www.captainsforcleanwater.org
http://instagram.com/southerncultureonthefly
https://www.simmsfishing.com/shop/vests-packs/g4-pro-hip-pack-s17.html
http://www.finsandflies.com
http://WWW.FINSANDFLIES.COM 
http://www.bullsugar.org
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Join Today. Protect Tomorrow.

www.btt.org

stewardship | research | education | advocacy

http://www.thefiberglassmanifesto.com
http://www.bonefishtarpontrust.org


DOCK BOX
By David Grossman
Photos: Steve Seinberg



I’m gonna walk a very fine line 
here, so if I do stray, please know 
I’m trying my hardest.  There’s been 
a disturbing trend in my social media feed as 
of late. More and more, I find myself looking 
at scantily clad women. Now this isn’t all that 
out of the ordinary. No, the peculiar thing is 
the rate at which these women are holding fish 
seems only to be matched by my bewilder-
ment in the fact that we seem to be driving our 
beloved pastime to something more akin to 
Boogie Nights than A River Runs Through It. 

Here, I will make another request to all of you: 
Please don’t start firing up your keyboards to 
send me angry emails. I’m really bad at cor-
respondence and am in no way saying that 
a woman holding a fish is offensive. Turning 
women fishing into soft core porn, on the other 
hand, is bumming me out a little. 
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I know this argument may fall on some deaf ears, but as a father of a daughter, and as someone who fishes with women who can 
regularly outfish me, I think we’re doing a shitty job in the consistency department. For me, it’s hard to look a fisher-lady in the eye, 
and then go home and troll the Internet for women who only fish in the loosest sense of the word, wearing a bikini. I’m not saying 
that it’s wrong to appreciate the female form or take a wild ride on the interwebs for spankable material. But that’s called Pornhub, 
not Instagram. For the women out there who really fish, who like many men have devoted their lives and careers to our quirky pur-
suit, it kinda sucks to be reduced to likes on social media when professional fly fishing opportunities arise. Sponsorship deals, am-
bassador programs, and advertising seem to be leaning toward likeability over substance, and the women who aren’t willing to fish 
a flat in a g-string for the sole reason of revving our tiny lizard brains are being left out.
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Yes, this problem I bemoan pervades all things, everywhere, and has since the first time a mechanic’s shop put up a calendar. I am guilty of 
being a dude as any of the rest of you are, but the older I get, the less I wanna see it in fly fishing. Porn should be porn and fishing should 
be fishing, and very rarely should the two co-mingle. I also understand that this is largely hypocritical, but I can only take care of one soci-
ety-wide problem at a time. Fly fishing should be a meritocracy of passion. It takes years to gain the knowledge, experience, and requisite 
skills to be a great fly fisherman, and great fly fishermen are who we as a community should hold up as leaders, teachers, and spokesman.
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Now if physical attractiveness was 
thrown into the mix, we probably 
would have wound up with Dwayne 
“The Rock” Johnson instead of Ber-
nard “Lefty” Kreh. While I do admire 
the The Rock’s amazing six-pack 
stomach, I  imagine a casting les-
son from him would be pretty shitty. 
Shouldn’t it work both ways? Aren’t 
we, the fly fishing community, better 
than the rest of the bullshit out there 
(I’m pretty sure I read that over the 
door of a fly fishing museum once)?

I don’t know what the answer is. I 
do know that when my daughter be-
comes the stick I know she will be, 
I don’t want her to feel she has to 
demean herself just to get ahead. 
Also, I will hunt down any of you little 
shitheads who might have taken a 
picture and go berserker on your 
horny little asses. So from now on 
when your feed pops up a picture of 
what my female friends now refer to 
as dock boxes (because they never 
leave the dock), I want you to think of 
one of these many photos of me in a 
bikini fishing. Burn it into your brain. 
If that doesn’t make you re-evaluate 
your position on this subject, I am 
quite sure nothing else will, and it 
might be time to take up the fine art 
of chucking bait...ya neanderthals. 



https://vimeo.com/227742018
http://www.floodtideco.com
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stratergizing
Michael Tayloe

‘
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“It’s all fun and games until some-
body gets hurt.” I heard that all the time from 
my mom growing up in the Carolina mountains. I 
get it now. But it holds different meaning, because 
when somebody gets hurt, I get paid (your frac-
tured tibia is my new reel).

Appropriate first-aid training and first-aid kits are 
usually not at the top of an angler’s list. Should 
they be? Hell, yeah, they should! Most of our fish-
ing endeavors take place in beautiful places, and 
most of these beautiful places are not immediately 
close to help (and a lot of anglers do get injured 
or ill on the water). I’m not talking about a hook in 
the arm or a blister from chunking meat all day. I’m 
talking about snapping your leg bone in half or God 
forbid your heart going sideways while deep into 
a full-day or weeklong float. With a little bit of ap-
propriate training and a good first-aid kit, you could 
make a difference in the outcome of a day gone 
Deliverance.

This stuff is not rocket science, trust me. If I can 
ride in the back of a trauma bus and fly in medical 
heli’s for half my life, you can rock some first aid. A 
little knowledge goes a long way when your buddy 
or client is busted all to hell a long way from help. 
Let’s take a look at a few considerations for those 
of us who play this game on remote waters. 



120 S.C.O.F MAGAZINE 121S.C.O.F MAGAZINE

Class act

I often get asked if all first-aid 
classes are the same. No they 
are not—not even close. Let’s 
look at a basic first-aid class. 
These classes are great for their 
intended purpose. Example: 
emergency occurs, 911 is dialed 
and you freak out for eight min-
utes and do CPR or try to stop 
the bleeding until the fire truck 
and the ambulance show up. It 
works and makes a difference. 
The key here is that the flashy 
lights and sirens show up pretty 
quick. These common, basic 
first-aid classes are based on 
quick response from emergency 
services. This is not the scenario 
you will find yourself in while 
floating down the river or at the 
bottom of that canyon. In these 
situations, it’s all you until help 
can be reached, or it reaches 
you. Wilderness first-aid classes 
are the ticket for folks who com-
monly find themselves in the 
above scenarios. 

So what’s the difference? Of 
course, wilderness first-aid 
classes teach you how to han-
dle those immediate life-threat-
ening issues: opening an airway, 
getting the Twinkie out of the air 

pipe, and stopping the bleed-
ing. But then you learn how to 
take care of that problem or 
patient for the rest of the trip or 
until help arrives. These courses 
teach folks with zero medical 
training how to make decisions 
about an emergency situation 
in a remote environment. Medi-
cal issues are another focus: at 
what point to cut and run when 
your buddy on the oars has se-
vere stomach pain or when he 
is slurring his words in a manner 
unrelated to alcohol or natural 
herb substances. When your 
client busts his leg in half, you 
are not going to have all that 
whiz-bang stuff the paramedics 
carry to stabilize that leg. These 
classes teach the real world way 
to splint a fracture first and then 
demonstrate improvised options 
based on what you may be car-
rying with you. The point: these 
wilderness first-aid classes 
teach you what you really need 
to know for the environment in 
which you work and play. So, 
where do you find one of these 
fancy classes you may ask? Try, 
wait for it, here it comes, Google 
“wilderness first-aid courses.” 
Have a look at what’s offered 
and dive into what works best 
for you.

Full of kit 

Ok, let’s talk about first-aid 
kits. First, besides putting 
a Band-Aid on a boo-boo 
or digging out a splinter, if 
you do not know how to use 
what’s in your kit, it is point-
less. Training and a good kit 
go hand in hand. Second, if 
you buy a $14 first-aid kit, 
well, you are going to get a 
$14 first aid kit. The tape is 
not going to stick, bandages 
may fall apart, 
and God for-
bid the CPR 
mask may 
fail when you 
need it the 
most. Even if 
you are a fish 
bum dirtbag 
living in the 
back of your 
truck and wearing the same 
underwear for months, you 
still manage to spend thou-
sands on fly gear. I suggest 
shelling out some of that coin 
on a decent first-aid kit.

Let’s look at few consider-
ations that have nothing to 
do with what is actually inside 
a kit, but are just as impor-

tant. Whether you are go-
ing to buy a kit or build one 
yourself, you really need to 
consider the construction of 
the bag. It needs to be made 
with bomber material with 
good zippers and built well. 
This thing goes everywhere 
with you: drift boat, skiff, bot-
tom of your pack—if it blows 
apart, well, ‘nuff said. The 
next thing to consider is or-
ganization. When the shit hits 
the fan, you really need to 

know where 
the lifesav-
ing stuff 
is and it 
should be 
easy to ac-
cess. Most 
of you are 
not para-
medics, ER 
nurses or 

trauma surgeons, and when 
the bad stuff goes down, the 
stress level goes up expo-
nentially. The last thing you 
need to be doing is digging 
around in your kit looking for 
something to plug a hole. The 
bag itself does not have to be 
elaborate, you just need to 
have stuff organized for quick, 
easy access. 



122 S.C.O.F MAGAZINE 123S.C.O.F MAGAZINE

Now let’s look at what goes in a kit. 
I could just bust out a list, but that’s 
the easy way out and you’ll just 
throw it all in there without think-
ing about it. So, let’s think about it. 
First, you need to have supplies for 
the life-threatening situations...the 
bad shit. You need some type of 
face shield or face mask to assist 
with breathing. Next, you need to 
have items to control major bleed-
ing. You will learn in your wilder-
ness first-aid class that a good deal 
of major bleeding can be controlled 
with well-aimed, direct pressure. 
That means you need to have some 
4x4-inch gauze pads or the like to 
apply said pressure. If the bleed-
ing cannot be controlled, having a 
tourniquet would be a good idea. 
Again, an appropriate first-aid class 
is imperative to learn these tech-
niques. A blood stopper is another 
product out there that can help 
uncontrolled bleeding. You can 
actually now buy these hemostatic 
pads at sporting goods stores and 
on Amazon.com. Gloves. 
Self-explanatory. 

Let’s look at a few things that are 
always good to have but are not 
life-changing. Keep an assortment 
of bandages (duh). Good tape. 
Medical tape sucks. Get some 
decent athletic tape or duct tape. 
It’s imperative to clean wounds, 
especially on long trips. Drinkable 
water is just fine to use and having 
a 10cc syringe is great for irrigat-
ing wounds. Vet wrap is awesome. 
It’s versatile, stretchy, self-sticks, 
and can be purchased at Trac-
tor Supply. Blisters—often over-
looked, but can be a showstopper 
on the river or walking the flats. 
I recommend Blist-O-Ban from 
Sam Medical. Tools: tweezers and 
trauma shears. Trauma shears are 
the fancy (but cheap) scissors we 
carry on the trauma bus and they 
have in ERs. They cut through any-
thing and protect from accidentally 
cutting the person. Trust me, if 
you gotta cut a pair of waders or a 
heavy rain jacket, a knife isn’t go-
ing to work. You can find these on-
line and you can find “mini” ones 
to fit in your kit.
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First-aid kits can be simple 
as long as you have the right 
stuff and not the cheap crap. 
You are going to personalize 
your kit for what you are do-
ing or where you are going, 
but there are some basics to 
have in every kit. I didn’t get 
into medications (over-the-
counter or otherwise) or med-
ical issues as I just couldn’t 
make it all fit. A good wilder-
ness first-aid course will steer 
you in the right direction for 
what you might want to add 
to yours.

I hope this helps a little and 
makes you think about what 
you carry, and if you know 
how to use it. Trust me when I 
say, it’s not a matter of if, but 
when. Be safe!
 

Mike Tayloe left the wilds of west-
ern North Carolina many years 
ago, going on to guide in Colo-
rado and Chile while still finding 
the time to start Finnswest. Even 
though Mike travels all over the 
world teaching courses in Wilder-
ness First Respone to guides and 
lodges, as soon as he opens his 
mouth, all you hear are the hills 
from whence he came. We like 
that about Tayloe.

World-Class Expeditions in the  
Brazilian Amazon 

www.Nomadic Waters.com 

http://www.finnswest.com
http://www.nomadicwaters.com


Fur and feather matinee
Louis Gaudet

https://vimeo.com/scoffishing
https://vimeo.com/229429501


VIEW FROM THE GEAR BOAT
By David Grossman
Photos: Josh Branstetter, David Grossman and Galen Kipar
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Much like the often 
maligned shuttle driver, 
the gear boat is an in-
tegral cog for any fish-
ing trip involving more 
than one cycle of the 
sun. Nobody wants to fish 
with sleeping pads, tents, 
grills, and everything else ev-
eryone overpacked for a one-
night trip grabbing their line or 
taking up valuable space that 
could be used for more beer. 
Enter the venerable gear boat. 
One boat to carry it all. On the 
surface, this job sounds less 
glamorous than running the 
“fishing boats,” but don’t be 
fooled friends, this is the job 
you want. Leave the rowing of 
actual people around for the 
rest of those losers. Volunteer 
for the gear.
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First, your soberness is im-
material. This rule should ob-
viously be suspended when 
any serious whitewater might 
be encountered, but the rest 
of the time, gear boat drink-
ing is good drinking. No one 
on the boat to share the beer 
with, so it’s all yours. No one 
on the boat to shame you for 
how many beers you have 
already drunk...shame-free 
river travel. No one on the 
boat to complain about your 
shitty, drunken rowing. Hit as 
many rocks as possible, go 
down the river doing circles, 
maybe even oscillate the 
boat anywhere from five feet 
off the bank to 150 feet and 
back again, all within a 50-
foot section. It doesn’t mat-
ter because you’re happily 
buzzed and the gear doesn’t 
care. 

Now, to address a common 
misconception about running 
the gear boat. There is no 

hard and fast rule that you 
can’t fish on the gear boat. 
Without the extra baggage 
of having to satisfy other hu-
mans on the boat, you can 
fish a lot. You’re expected 
to row ahead of the group 
anyway, why not use that 
to your advantage? Poach 
the best holes before any-
one else gets there. Whack 
multiple fish out of the same 
spot. It’s only you and the 
gear around, so leave the 
leftovers for the “fisherman.” 
You got there first, and this 
law from our childhood is 
just as valid in fishing as 
it ever was on the swings. 
While your gear boat fish-
ing escapades are nothing to 
apologize for, it is considered 
gauche to regale the rest of 
the group with your fishing 
conquests around the camp-
fire, as most likely the sloppy 
seconds they got were no-
where near the quality of 
your fabulous firsts.
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If you’re a social animal and enjoy the company of others, rest 
assured that at some point someone will feel sorry for the poor 
gear guy and offer to switch so you can fish awhile in an unen-
cumbered vessel. Don’t fall for this malignant ruse. In all likeli-
hood the person offering  knows just how much better the gear 
boat is than the human trafficking they have been saddled with. 
Being alone is good for you. See the reasons above and get to 
know yourself a little bit. You’re pretty awesome.

When I was a kid, I played goalie. I was an important part of the 
team. Some might even say as the last line of defense, the most 
important. But by playing goalie, I could get out of all the un-
pleasant running that left my other teammates in excellent shape 
and empty inside. There’s a reason little kids always clamor 
around the coach when goalies are being picked. So next time 
the gear boat is being assigned, volunteer. Be the goalie and 
leave the unpleasantness to those unfortunate souls who are ei-
ther just plain ignorant or too stupid to recognize the gear boat 
for what is: the best job on the river.





http://www.ashevilleflyfishingco.com
http://www.facebook.com/ashevilleflyfishingco
http://www.instagram.com/ashevilleflyfishingco
https://youtu.be/mlBrd-JCbds
https://youtu.be/mlBrd-JCbds


THE NEW SCOF STORE.....(it really works better)

20% off all orders over $75 through September. Enter code: SUMMER
or.....FREE SHIPPING for the rest of August. Enter code: SCOF2017

http://www.southerncultureonthefly.bigcartel.com
http://www.southerncultureonthefly.bigcartel.com


You (and everyone you know) 
should SUBSCRIBE (it is free) 
to this (free) magazine NOW
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https://www.facebook.com/SCOF2013
http://www.southerncultureonthefly.com/subform.html
http://www.southerncultureonthefly.com
http://www.southerncultureonthefly.com
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